
rmuu 


it»iniiunifjjggg 


The Hi/! trie of 

And comes not in, ouer-rulde by Prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King. 

SirM. Why, my good Lord, you need not feare. 

There is Z)*»<r/A#,and Lord tJMorttmcr, 

Arch . No fJMor timer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is MordaleefOerncn, Lord Harry Percy , 

And there is my Lord of Worcefier, and a head 
Of gallant Warriours, noblcGentlcmen. 

Arch. And fo there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The fpeciail head of all the land togeather^ 

Th oTrince of Wales, Lord Iehn of Lane after , 

The noble Weftmerland, and w-arkk e Blunt i 
And many mo Coriuales,and dcare men 
Of eftimation,and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he (hall be well oppos’d. 

Arch. I hope no lefl'e? yet, ncedfull t’is to feare. 

And to preuent the wortt,JVr ALichellftpecd : 

For if Lord Percy thriue not ere the King 
Difmiflc his power, he meaner to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard ofourconfcderacie. 

And, tis but wifedome to make ftrong againfl him : 
Thereforemake hade, I muft goe write againe 
To other fricnde$,and fo farewell, J7>- Michell. Exeunt. 

ii Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord. Iohn ofLancafter, Earle of 

JlcQ f>. Wefimerland,SirfValter Blunt ,andFalflalffe. jcc.nt.1 
* King. How bloodily the Sunnc begins to peere, 

A Aboue yon buskie hill, the day lcokes pale 

I Athisdiftempcrature. 

. Prince. The Southerne winde 

/: | Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whiftlinginthelcaucs, 

Foretels a T cnipell and a blufteringday. 

King. Then with the lofers let it firnpathiie, 

For nothing can fccmefouleto thofe that winne. 

The Trumpet jotsndet. Enter Worcefier. 

King. How nowmyLord of Worcefier? tis notwell. 

That you and I (hould mccfvpon fuch tcarmes, 
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Id curie the fourth. 

Asnow wemeete. Youhauedccciude outtruft. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To crulh our old lims in vngcntle Steele : 

This is not well, my Lord, thisis not well. 

What fay you to it ? wilLvoa againe vnknit 
This churlifti knot ofaUabborred Warre? 

And raoue in that obedient orbe againe. 

Where you did giuc a fairc and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie offcaie,and a portent 
Ofbrochcd mifehiefe torhc vnborne times? 

Wor. Hearc mcc, my Liege : 

Fortninc owncpart,I could be well content. 

To entertaine the lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet hom es : For Iproteft; 

I haue not fought the day of this diflike. 

King. You haue not fought it : how comes it then? - 

Faif. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

Prin. Peace, Chewct-peace. 

Wor. It pleaCde youpMaicfty toturne your lookes 
Offauour,from my felfe,andallour Houfej 
And yet I muft remember you my Lord : 

Wee were thefirft and deareftof your friendes*. 
Foryou,nay.Staffc of office did I breake, 

In Richards time, and pofted day and night,* 

To mcctcyou on the way, and kifle your hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortuna teas I $- 
It was my fclfc,my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date , 
The danger of the time. Youfworeto vs, 

And you did fwcare that Oath at Dancafierj 
That you did nothing of purpofc gaintt the ftate- 
Nor claime no further, then your new falne right, 
Thefcate of GauntfD\xV.c&omt of Lancafter, 

To this, we fwcare our ayde : but in ftiort (pace 
Itrajnd downe Fortune fhowringon your head, 

And fuch a floud of GrcatnefTe fell onyow. 
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